Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
But this slight to his manuscript was worse than any
threat. He was miffed at his old leader. Even hero-worship
cannot survive such contempt.
Nevertheless, after covering the sleeping Louis to pro-
tect the boy from the malarial air, he repaired to the
table in the embrasure, where he fortified himself with a
chapter from his beloved Plutarch, another from Arria-
nus, and a passage on ordnance. Then he attacked with
unabated zeal his memorial on garrison customs, to wind
up, as the candle flickered low in the drafts from the fens,
with letters to Corsica, filled with descriptions in detail
of his curious activities and admonitions to each of the
family.
When these letters, relayed by packet from Provence,
reached the Bonaparte house, they were received, like most
of Napoleon's correspondence, with conflicting emotions.
Lucien had been sitting, the day of their arrival, in the
afternoon sunlight, explaining sundry matters to the arch-
deacon, who lay testily questioning him from the four-
poster. These questions were difficult to answer, for the
boy had wheedled out of the invalid some of those cher-
ished gold pieces for a trip to Bastia; whither he had
promptly gone to talk the French authorities into some
preferment for himself. Though he was proud of his per-
suasive powers and had been abetted in this pride, ever
since he had been ten, by the compliments of his elders,
the trip had been futile; almost as unsuccessful, in fact,
as the ventures of Napoleon which he had so harshly
criticized.
Never once during this painful cross-examination did
Lucien lose his address, which was rather impressive;